It is not everyone gets on
Where dwell the Seaside Sons of Conn;
It is not everyone that's wanted
Where things are apt to be enchanted:

Where you may see if you look out
The hills and clouds tumbling about;
But suddenly the fun may stop
Until they find to what you're up.

You are supposed to understand
What brings the sea so far inland;
And why the water-lilies be
Close to the gold weed of the sea.

You must not ask what kind of light
Was in the valleys half the night,
Now that you are beyond Beyonds
Where night and day were tied by bonds.

And if you see with half an eye
Two lovers meet, O pass them by!
Remember that the Others* do
As you have done by them to you.

And never ask the rights or wrongs
When mountains shake with battle-songs;
Because the Fight surpasses far
The things which merely lead to war.